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CAN  WE? 


Can  we  end 
Can  we  begin 
Can  we  stop 

have  a heart! 

Who  will  tell  us? 

Help  us? 

Guide  us? 

have  a heart! 

lonely,  confused,  depressed 

that’s  a girl 
that’s  a boy 
that’s  a cry 
that’s  a quest . . . 


— AB 


FRUSTRATION 

Nothing  original  comes  when  I strain  for  it. 

The  bittersweet  flavor  of  my  own  brand  of  mundane 
vacuity 

created  almost  intentionally 
borne  heavily 

worn  with  a skeptical  pride 
I can  feel  my  standards  sinking  to  where  . . . 

I cannot  even  step  on  them. 


— WMB 


DEPARTURE 


Spiraled  spires  stab  the  sky. 
Shadows  shade  the  sad  side. 
My  lumped  throat  cries. 
Tears  try  to  hide. 

Color-bursting  trees, 

My  ridiculous  pleas  — 
Swan-like  sailboats 
So  glidingly  float 

To  the  horizon  of  wonder. 
My  heart  beats  thunder. 
The  Charles,  unthinking, 
Can’t  see  me  sinking 

To  depths  unexplored. 
Please  open  the  door! 

— Walls  squeeze  my  mind; 

— Stop  time! 

Breath  caught  short. 

Death  called  morte. 

I loved 

— I lost. 


— MW 


STATEMENT 

You  ask  me  why  I know  no  love, 
I do  not  understand. 

You  ask  me  if  I have  a heart. 

You  call  yourself  my  friend. 


NS 


WHY,  PERHAPS  BECAUSE 
Why, 

perhaps  because. 

Because  it  is. 

Why, 

because  today 
we  are  as  yesterday 
we  weren’t. 

Why,  because  we  touched  and  ran 
and  laughed  and  laughed 
99  years  ago,  I became  you  and 
you  became  me  and  we  met 
on  our  hill. 

Why, 

the  waters  of  oblivion  are  so  noisy 
Why, 

perhaps  because, 
the  saffron-filmy  curtains  dance 
the  quiet  heartache  aches 
Why, 

the  miles  and  miles  of  willow  wetness 

part  the  hearts,  the  hearts  of  willow  wetness. 

the  sighs  and  clenching, 

the  rain  is  drenching 

the  hearts  are  aching 

but  miles  and  miles  of  aqua  diamonds 

part  the  hearts. 

Why, 

because  perhaps  we  turned 
it  around  as  all  things  are 
turned  around  until  we  are  all 
bad.  And  dead. 

One  with  lilacs,  one  with  clay 
one  with  silver  promises  to  show  the  way. 
The  silver  promises,  one  day  gold 
always  never,  but  never  old. 


— lb 


SPRINGTIME  MAN 


The  sun  is  now  warming. 

I caught  spring  rubbing  her  eyes. 

And  I saw  a solitary  gull. 

Can  you  understand  what  a sea  gull  means? 

At  last  someone  appeared 
to  link  two  puzzle  pieces 
A guide  to  finding. 

A way  of  sharing. 

Soaring  freedom  from  the  past, 
freedom  to  seek  future. 

Warmed  hands  moments  before  dawn. 

Under  the  glance  of  a thousand  questions 
With  a lifetime  to  seek  answers. 

Is  life  long  and  strong  enough? 

The  gull  returns  to  plant  two  grains 
on  the  shore  of  life. 

A cup  was  added  on  a night  of  searching. 

The  lonely  fortress  in  Gloucester 
Will  now  hold  two  to  watch  the  sea. 

— LC 

COME  SOON 

Come  soon,  don’t  leave  me  as  the  gulls  did 
flying  to  the  warmth  and  comfort  of  the  south. 
Fly  to  me 

I’ll  show  you  more  warmth 
than  the  sands  along  the  sea. 

I’ll  give  you  more  comfort 
than  the  waves  upon  the  shore. 

It’s  night  now. 

It  wasn’t  made  for  loneliness. 

Nor  for  the  cold  that  I feel 

watching  the  water  reflect  the  city  lights. 

The  city,  her  guitar  players,  and  parks, 
the  noisy  cars  and  lapping  waves  upon  the  shore. 
And  jet  planes  ready  to  return  me  to  the  sea, 
and  maybe  you. 


— LC 


MISTY  SHORES 


Now  that  summer  days  are  over 
And  the  mist  surrounds  me  still. 

I want  you  here 
more,  more,  and  more. 

The  gull  has  gone  away 

As  the  waves  come  in  to  pet  the  shore. 

Cold  enters  to  try  and  still  the  sounds 
But  the  sounds  grow  strong  and  deafening 
Lingering  like  a thousand  gulls  descending. 

Waves  thrash  me  like  memories 

Scattered  shells,  cups  of  sand  cast  to  the  wind, 

The  happiness  of  tears 

And  the  solitary  gull  that  never  ceases 
to  remind  me  of  you. 

- LC 


SAND  CASTLES 

I’d  like  to  think  a sand  castle 
Still  stands  in  Gloucester. 

That  children  nor  waves 
Have  dealt  destruction. 

Did  it  fall,  as  all  our  dreams 
Of  life  on  some  Maine  shore, 

Of  life  anywhere, 

When  you  walked  away? 

I search  for  one  windblown  whiteblond  head 
Above  the  crowd. 

You  haunt  me  unceasingly 
Even  in  my  dreams. 

I wake,  and  you  are  next  to  me, 

Llntil  sleep  leaves  my  mind, 

And  you  are  minds  and  miles  away. 

There  is  no  one  to  hold  me. 

There  is  no  warmth  left. 

The  warmest  feeling  now 
Is  travelling  the  shore 
Looking  for  a sand  castle. 


— LC 


WHERE  ARE  WE  NOW? 


We  travelled  far 

in  the  ocean  depths  of  one  another’s  eyes. 
We  braved  the  heights, 

We  charmed  the  coldest  audience 
with  our  song  of  love. 

We  built  a home  of  make-believe 
And  drove  away  the  wind 
By  the  warmth  of  our  fire. 

Now  it  stands,  a simple  memory 
On  some  lonely  Maine  shore. 

All  our  dreams  of  distant  places  are  hidden. 
There  is  only  one  to  search  for  them  now. 

- LC 


BEING 

Confusion  Surrounds. 

Barring  my  mind. 

Forbidding  it  to  become 
The  peace  that  should  be  me. 

Everyone  gazes  but  no  one  sees. 
They  never  look  at  me 
Or  for  me. 

Once  I felt  they  saw. 

Did  they  lose  their  sight? 

Or,  did  I find  mine? 


- LC 


I KNEW  A MAN  ONCE 


A brief  light  — 

but  it  shone  so  steadily  that 

for  all  my  days 

its  warmth  will  fill 

the  shadows  of  my  heart. 

Then  why  my  tears? 

- KD 


LOST 

lava  . . . pupa  . . . adult 
stages 

where  is  life? 

seedling  . . . bud  . . . blossom 
cycles 

what  comes  in  between? 

stages 

cycles 

where  am  I? 

stop  the  stage 
I want  to  get  off. 


- KD 


ALICE  HAVE  YOU  BEEN  THIS  WAY? 


Burning  and  blood  red 

the  steaming  heart  of  an  angry  star 

Explodes 

Into  a fountain  of  tiny,  glittering  rain  drops. 

Pour  down  upon  the  unsuspecting  Earth. 
Splash  on  the  blackened  branches 
of  a cold 

and  somber  forest. 

Drops  that  sprinkle  my  face  and 

enter  my  soul 

Give  me  strength 

to  rise  above  the  wretched  oaks. 

Tear  a limb  from  a tree 

and  watch  the  sap  with  bloody  profusion  flow. 
Ah!  Wicked  mind 

do  you  revel  in  this  macabre  delight? 

Twisted  and  crippled 
the  dying  oak  whimpers  in  agony. 

Pain  is  simply  inflicted 
and  death  is  easy. 

Bark  that  scales  away 
in  fractured  fragments  of  time 
Unlike  the  smooth  glide  of  a serpent 
from  an  undesired  shell. 

But  this  ugly  mass 

that  remains  on  the  blood-stained  earth 
appears  to  be  Lydia 
and  guilt. 

Hah!  Puny  child  of  sickening  nature. 

Did  I once  push  you  off  a swing? 

And  did  you  lose  your  pretty  face 
on  the  graveled  drive? 


— NS 


AURA  OF  MY  MIND 


My  thoughts  are  those  of  time  long  passed; 
they  are  mine 

of  love  and  peace. 

I sit  in  long  golden  green  grass 
watching  the  sad 
signs  of  death  melt 

into  the  light  that 
emanates  from 
no  sun. 


— KA 


QUERY 

how  can  we  end  in 
confusion  — 

, or  as, 
something 

worthwhile, 

trying? 


— AB 


